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Author's Notes: 

This fic idea came to me in a bizarre "Benadryl Dream", and some Tumblr talk inspired me to make the jump 
to create a plot and go for it, for the sake of seeing if | can still do overly-fluffy oneshots. Used the historical 
moment of Reb falling offstage to explain the situation translated (this is #far* less odd than these guys 
randomly showing up in the background of my dream events, standing in the corner of my backyard washing 
each-other's hair with the garden hose. Don't ask how -maybe | got exposed to too much gas anesthesia at 
work that day, too). This can honestly be as gen or slash, and platonic or romantic as each reader wants to 
see it. | guess if you have a hair kink, that's there, too (in even fluffier form than my Dokken sickfic that 
involved a hairdryer) -though for me, despite all the craziness my subconscious had going on, | thought it was 
just a sweet moment in my dream that most rock stars wouldn't be able to realistically have -but with Reb 
and Kip, l'm sure it could have happened. Especially since they've looked out for each other through far worse 
and undeserved things -and eventually pulled through still standing strong. 


It had been so stupid 


Hours later, Reb was finally feeling less angry at himself over how stupid the onstage mishap of the night had 
been. Only with feeling more grateful with the terrifying realization of how many ways falling off the stage 


nearly head-first could have had a far worse outcome. 


The recognition that the stage floor felt slicker than most under his feet had registered to Reb when he 


figured it would be an easier surface to attempt a knee slide move on, having only begun to try it recently. 


Somehow, that same recognition hadn't translated into a possibility of sliding far further than the distance he 
was used to achieving -and it was far enough that the buffer between his expected stopping point and the 
edge of the stage hadn't been enough. 


The odd landing position he'd put himself in trying to save the guitar from impact, once he'd already shifted to 
avoid a paralyzing blow had been a good idea in terms of being able to jump right back up over the four-foot 
barrier zone and keep playing like nothing had happened. Sure, he'd felt a little sore and odd, but anyone would 
have after a fall like that. 


However, hours later in the hotel room, sitting on the sofa and holding an ice bag to his shoulder following his 
shower, and the trick it had been to get in and out of his clothes for it, he was beginning to think otherwise on 
that, too. 


Still, the pain shooting through his shoulder when he lifted his arm anywhere higher than just slightly lower 
than straight out from his body, and the superficial bruises on his chest and sides were minor among the 


possible injuries he could have sustained. 


While Kip took his turn in the shower, Reb was trying to convince himself that one day he'd think of the 
incident and laugh over it for how stupid it was. But stupid was the only thing he could think of, and the thing 
he couldn't get out of his head. 


So much so that he didn't even realize that Kip had emerged and was approaching him -until he was right 


there and he flinched. And maybe that was dumb, too. 
Feeling any better? Probably not" 


"Yeah." Reb knew Kip could already tell he was going to say the pain was only just fully setting in as soon as 
he'd asked. He pulled up the thin t-shirt he had on, revealing the purple, black and blue splotches blooming 
across his right side, wincing as he lifted his arm up high enough to display them. 


"Aw, man. Hey, when you're not icing your shoulder, put that ice under your arm," Kip suggested, wincing with 
sympathy as he mimed the suggested action. "It might be a little late, but it might help if those are still trying 


to spread any." 


‘Its probably already done," Reb agreed, sitting up to pull his bag of ice from where he'd had it pinned to the 
back of his shoulder against the couch, now pressing it to the front side. "Maybe I'll get a second bag of ice so 


| can do both overnight. 


"Hang on a second..°" Kip's brow furrowed as he seemed to focus in just behind Reb's shoulder in the glow of 


the nearby lamp, then he began to slowly reach out toward Reb. 


"| don't mean to be weird," he warned, slipping a finger between the strands of Reb's wet hair. "Did you mean 
to let this sit awhile, or did you forget to rinse the conditioner out of your hair?" 


Reb reached up -out of habit, with his right arm, and winced at the twinge through his shoulder, then tried 
with his left hand. 


"Fuck," he hissed, feeling the slimy texture. Even if he had intended to leave some in, as he did every once in 
awhile when the hairspray started drying his hair out too much, he wouldn't have left in near half as much as 
he felt. Pulling a section forward, it wasn't hard to see why Kip had noticed, as it looked just as slimy as it felt. 
He'd been preoccupied with his shoulder, and thoughts of the sheer stupidity of the accident, but on his right 
side, the clumps had bunched together in awkward, wet cords that should have been drier by now. How he'd 
not noticed was rapidly stacking up on his self-berating, stupid rant in his head. 


"| thought | got it -l guess... 
As always -something that never ceased to amaze Reb -Kip seemed to realize immediately. 


"You didn't forget. You tried to do it one-handed, because it hurts, and thought you got it good enough. You did 


on your left side." 


"Pretty much, and you nearly figured it out before | did" Reb set the plastic bag of ice wrapped in the hand- 
towel down and got up, mentally preparing himself for the discomfort. He was tempted to just pretend it hadn't 
happened and leave it there for the night, but then he'd have a real mess to deal with -and he'd have to wake 
up earlier to fix it. 


"Would you like some help so you don't have to hurt yourself?" 
Reb nearly choked on nothing but air, then groaned at himself for coming close to yet another stupid moment. 


Kip was actually offering to do that -to help him rinse out his hair! Not that he hadn't once helped Kip to a 

lesser extent with the same task while he still had a cast on his leg that couldn't get wet. Kip would have to 
kneel on the floor outside the tub and hang his head over the edge, and Reb would hold the shower head and 
pass him things so that he didn't have to get up and down. He wouldn't refuse to help the same way again if 
Kip needed it, and he wouldn't be opposed to helping on the more intimate level suggested now. Something just 
seemed different, being on the receiving end. 


"Oh, Kip, no! You shouldn't have to do that for me on top of everything else." He gripped the sides of his head 
bashfully. "I'm the one who didn't think and made the stupid move." 


Kip smirked. 


"Reb, you aren't even close to the only guy who has ever fallen off a stage, and there are more embarrassing 
ways to do it -usually it's just standing backwards too close to the edge and not even realizing. At least you 
looked cool. And I've seen it times where nobody can even tell how it even happened. This is gonna happen again 


to one of us, and just like any other time, we're gonna take care of each other." 


That was true. Reb knew that was true. If Kip fell off the stage, he would do anything to help him take care of 
any injury -and he'd probably be hard-pressed to not put his guitar down and jump off the edge with him to 
see that he was alright. The same was probably true for both of them with Paul and Rod, granted Reb didn't 


know how a drummer could fall offstage. 

But then he had heard lots of road stories on their first show night when they'd opened for the Scorpions. One 
of which was about Rick Allen of Def Leppard once falling backward off the stage on his stool along with half 
his kit when they'd toured together in the early 80s. That probably was worse, and fit Kip's description of the 


inexplicable accidents. 


"You're right, and that's true," he admitted, feeling his cheeks grow hot. "It's just, | don't want you to go to a 
whole bunch of trouble for me over this -you already do for a lot of other things.’ 


Kip fixed Reb with a blank, overtly serious stare that could have been seeing everything inside of him. Good 
grief, if he hadn't already known how to send off that kind of look, he'd perfected it in his time with Alice 


Cooper, for sure. 


"Says the man who physically carried me up the stairs to the apartment half the time | was on crutches. 


Affer carrying up all the big boxes alone when we were moving -and that's just one example." 
"Your doctor said you needed to stay off your leg as much as possible," Reb insisted. 


"A doctor would probably tell you to rest your shoulder for a week -which probably won't happen on tour, but 
maybe you should at least try up until the show tomorrow night," Kip fired back. 


Reb sighed. As bashful as he felt about it, the idea was starting to sound nice. 
"You'd really be alright doing that?" 

"Why would | ask if | wasn't?" Kip turned his hands up and shrugged. 

"| owe you after this" Reb began following Kip toward the bathroom. 


"Nobody owes anyone," Kip corrected. "We just look out for each other. Including when someone gets hurt - 


doesn't matter how it happened" 


He grabbed the drying rack their room was equipped with from behind the bathroom door, placed it in the 
bathtub, and folded it out. 


"Here. | think if you keep your towel like you have it around your shoulders, and if you can lean over and brace 
yourself with this, we might be able to do this without you having to get your arm through that again. Or 


you can take it off and just leave it off, ‘cause you know | don't care." 


"lIl try leaving it on" Reb attempted leaning over with both the wall and the rack to brace against. "ld leave it 
off, but it figures, if | do, this'll be the one night we have to evacuate a hotel because of a fire alarm or 


something, and then I'll have to try to get it on while we're in a rush." 
"Probably not gonna happen," said Kip, holding back a chuckle, "but it has been an interesting day, so | get it" 


There had been enough odd mishaps during soundcheck, including a rack collapsing for no reason and without 
warning, a wire spitting blue sparks and mildly shocking a road tech, and a five-minute power outage only 
twenty minutes before that experience that made Reb's fall feel more bizarre in series. Maybe it had all been 
a warning, or it was all chance. Kip would be the one of them to really analyze it all if he wanted to. While he 
didn't have any sure-fire superstition about it, Reb just wasn't going to take any chances after everything 


else. 


Standing just outside the edge of the tub, Kip and Reb got the shower running and assessed the trajectory of 
the water. Standing behind him, Kip then steadied Reb until he leaned over in position 


“Alright, do you feel stable, and it's not hurting too much like that?" 


The rack did help. To brace himself against the shower wall, Reb would have had to stretch his arm way out, 
and probably put it further into the spray zone. Leaning against the lower, closer object kept his injured arm 


down low to his side, and no more painful than it was just sitting still down at his side. 


"| think so." Reb still had a grip on the shower curtain with his good hand for what it was worth, but he 
suspected the stability he had wouldn't last as his arm tired out. 


"Okay. You let me know if that changes, and we'll stop and readjust. I'm letting go, and I'm gonna start," Kip 
warned, removing his steadying hand from Reb's side, and then gently sliding his fingers through his hair to 


begin separating the still-conditioner-laden sections from the left-most clear side. 


The sensation was foreign enough that Reb flinched despite the warning on first contact. Despite the reflexive 
response, it didn't feel bad. Rather, the opposite. He had to fight the shiver trying to get through him when 
the warm water began soaking into the roots of his hair along with the sensation of Kip's callused fingers 


gently breaking up the odd, heavy clumps and tangles his own, earlier attempt had left him with. 


It took awhile for Kip to get the water fully through the half-dried, curly ends. Reb had always been aware it 
took more time and effort to get through his curled hair, but hadn't been aware of the extent prior to being 
incapacitated as he was now. Part of him still wanted to feel bad about the hassle it probably was for Kip, 
despite how many times Kip had said he didn't mind. 


However, with each passing minute, it was becoming harder to lose shame in the situation The gentle motion 
through his locks created a gentle tug that tickled in a pleasant, soothing way in combination with the warm 
water, but never pulled painfully -the latter of which, Reb sometimes struggled to avoid on his own. 


There wasn't much he could see out of the corner of his eye where Kip stood to his side, but he didn't see 
any expression to suggest otherwise to Kip's earlier words. He seemed to be concentrating on being as gentle 
as he was, but no less relaxed while carrying out the task of working out the left-behind conditioner and 
newly-formed tangles, as if he were trying to wash away the angry adrenaline in Reb's system with it. Reb 


decided Kip's expression was just as gentle and endearing as his actions were, and maybe he was succeeding in 


the less tangible task. 


How had he gotten so lucky? Reb wondered how many other guys could even say they had someone like Kip in 
their life. Coincidentally enough, he'd first gotten to know Kip well over dealing with the challenge of forgetting 
his own riffs in the writing process -which he'd also once considered stupid, until Kip had proven it wasn't, for 


as frustrating as it may have been. 


Regardless, nothing was going to convince Reb otherwise on what he thought about the incident onstage 
tonight. But Kip was well on his way to convincing Reb that the shortfall in the shower earlier wasn't such a 
bad thing after all, when it felt good enough to almost make him forget about his shoulder. That, and the 
oncoming sleepiness from the warmth and sensations combined with the white noise of the shower. Reb closed 
his eyes, leaning heavier on the rack, wondering if it was a feasible sleeping position if he drifted off right 
there. Probably not -his arm wouldn't be able to take it that long, even without having it stretched upward. 
Kip would probably end up having to stop him from falling, and Reb wouldn't want that at the risk of Kip 
hurting himself, too. 


Not that he would hesitate to do the same for Kip if they were in the opposite places. He wondered what it 
would be like. Kip's hair was probably softer, or at least it looked that way. Possibly just as relaxing to work 
with as it felt while Kip worked on his own. 


Though still conscious, he was zoned out enough to feel like he'd been startled awake when Kip shut the water 


off and broke the silence. 
"Alright, Reb. | think we're done. Look out a second here." 
Kip reached over him and pulled another towel off the shelf. It was a good thing they were only staying 


overnight with how fast they were going through them. Gently, he gathered up the long ends of Reb's hair in 
the fabric and tucked the end over Reb's good shoulder to secure it before they started the walk out. 


"We're not finished quite yet. Back to the couch, or on the bed? | can tell you're getting pretty tired" 


Reb was indeed feeling sedate on the walk around the corner, and that made going straight to sitting on the 
bed tempting. He wasn't sure how Kip felt about that, even if he figured Kip was probably less worried about 
it than he was. Ordinarily, Reb would say the couch was better; they could both hang out on it, and it wouldn't 
be terrible if he wound up falling asleep there. However, the couch in the corner of this hotel room was 
better dubbed an extra-wide armchair. Which was fine when Reb was sitting alone, but he didn't see how Kip 
could fit on it with him without one of them sitting half-up on the other's lap. As much as he doubted that 
could be but so awkward after the last few minutes they'd spent by the shower, he decided the bed would be 


more comfortable for them anyway. 


Oh, who was he kidding? Just as soon, Reb realized that the first couple of weeks in their apartment, they'd 
slept mere inches apart on the same camping mattress, and the only hesitance they'd had in that matter was 
how hot they might make each other when the A/C was broken. Sitting down on the bed was nothing, 


regardless of what his embarrassment from earlier on wanted to make him think as it carried across the 


night. 
"Probably the bed," he answered. "So we don't have to squish.’ 


"Alright, you can sit down, and I'll get everything." Kip likely knew at that point just as well how exhausted Reb 
was by the whole ordeal in that he sank down and didn't even argue against Kip gathering his brush and the 
abandoned ice bag by himself. 


"Put that against your bruises for right now. It won't be a bad thing." Kip handed the ice bag off to Reb first 
before sitting down on the edge of the bed behind him. You can put it back up on your arm in a moment -l 


just don't think itll stay for this.” 


Reb huffed a ghost of a laugh. "Probably not." The ice bag would have at best gotten in the way, and he was 
fine to not have it up on his shoulder when Kip, just as carefully, began brushing the residual tangles from 
Reb's hair, holding off sections so nothing ever pulled painfully. That was something he couldn't achieve even 


with every trick in the book. 


He just hoped he'd be able to be just as gentle in the event he ever had to do the same for Kip -and hoped 


whatever that reason would be wasn't anything painful. 

"| don't think it's that serious,” tried Reb, finally breaking the silence after a couple minutes of Kip's meticulous 
work, if for anything else, to keep from falling asleep and slumping over. Not only was this part even more 
relaxing, but he had the temptation of being on a safe surface to crash on 


"At least | hope it's not, anyway." 


Kip raised an eyebrow, almost startling out of a zone of his own. He seemed fairly relaxed, or maybe satisfied, 


as he finally managed to stroke the brush through the entirety of Reb's hair without any tangles. 


"What, about getting hurt?" 


"It hurts like hell, but | don't think | hurt my shoulder too bad" Reb shivered as Kip slipped his fingers through 
the roots of his hair and fluffed everything out, encouraging the curls to start reforming, then leaned back 


against the headboard of the bed, his own head spinning. "I think | should still be able to play, at least." 


"You probably can, if you still feel like it by this point. It's still gonna be stiff. Inflammation, for sure." Kip put 
the brush down and tucked the ice bag back up on Reb's shoulder. "But we know it's not dislocated, because 
we'd probably be able to see it. And you wouldn't have been able to try reaching it up there in the first place, 


let alone climb back up on the stage. 
"| don't think it's broken," said Reb. "I didn't hear or feel any cracks." 


"You'd know if it was a major fracture, trust me. You could still have a hairline fracture, but in that area, 
there's probably not much to do other than letting it heal on its own. At least you wear the weight of your 


guitar on your left shoulder." 


"Yeah, that'd probably be the biggest thing.” With that suggestion, Reb didn't want to imagine what he'd be up 
against if he'd hurt his left side. Strumming chords has a possibility to prove painful, but at least, he figured, 
most of the motion was in his elbow and wrist. As long as it didn't completely lock up, he could manage. 
Already, he was doing everything to prevent that, between ice, ibuprofen, and occasionally lifting his arm slowly 
and as far as he could without pain to stretch it out. 


"Any clicking when you move it around?" 


"Not that I've noticed yet, or I'd have probably asked you about it," Reb admitted, "since you've become the 


expert among us on joint injuries on top of all other things." 


"Yeah, the one thing | didn't learn about by choice." Kip grinned with a hint of pain "It just happens when you 
have to spend time in physical therapy after you really get hurt. We'll keep an eye on it. If it's not feeling any 
better in a couple of days when we have that night off, we'll get you checked out." 


"| don't think I'll need it by then. We're all pretty good about getting each other back up and running after 
stuff like this," said Reb, implying all the gratefulness for Kip he couldn't have given in a spoken thanks. 


"We really are, aren't we -right from where all this started," Kip mused, lying back on the bed casually with 
Reb and elevating his weak knee on the forming pile of towels. "We've always been lucky, at least for that 


much." 


Reb could have stayed up all night listing the ways how he felt lucky for more than that, even if Kip probably 
already knew the half of it he could describe. 


Instead, Reb and Kip drifted off next to each other -something just about as unplanned as Reb's skid off the 
stage when the room held two beds, but something they both accepted more readily than the former event. 
Maybe Reb ended up resting his painful shoulder up on Kip's, and Kip ended up shifting to prop his bad knee 


over Reb's legs, in Reb's last moments of fading awareness before he finally fell asleep. 


He didn't fight it as the residual embarrassment faded out with them, looking forward to the morning they'd 
wake up beside each other and laugh over the events of the previous night, healing half the residual pain with 


it. 


